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A TRIP TO CALAIS. 


Wu T will not power and situation effet ?—A lady 
of high rank, and as fair a mark for Satire, as ever 
our wit aimed at, is here most admirably ridiculed 
in Lady Kitty Crocodile Yet, by the force of interest, a 
licence was denied to the Trip to Calats, | 

On its publication, the town purthased with avidity, 


and Lady Kitty was universally allowed to be a pal- 


pable hit. 
It was intended for representation, in the Summer of 


1776; and had it appeared before an audience, there is 
every reason to imagine it would have met with d gene- 
ral welcome. 

In the abovementioned season, the author took it to his 
closet; gave it almost a new fable, an entire new att; 
removed Charadtters, introduced others; and then 
broug ht upon the Haymarket boards, his alterations uns 
der tac title of the CAP UC HIN. 
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Dramatis Personae. 


Tromfort, 

Mr. Minnikin, 
Kit Codling, 
Dick Drugget, 
Kit Cable, . 

La Jeunesse, 
Colonel Crosby, 
Lapelle, 
Gingham, 
Father O'Donnovan, 
Servant. 


Jenny, 

Mrs. Minnikin, 

Mrs. Clack, 

Abbess, 

Nun, 

Miss Lydell, 

Hetty, 

Lady Kitty Crocodile, 
Lydia. | 


Shoe-Blacks, Porters, Soldiers, &c. 
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A TRIP TO CALATS. 


SCENE I.— Hotel & Angleterre. 


Enter Kit Case, Dicx DxvGctr, end JENA 
M1iNNIKIN. 


Cable. 


HarxEes, messmate ! look about! you had bet- 
ter bring-to in this creek: here you will find the best 
moorings. The Hotel d' Angleterre they calls it in 
French ; but you'll find the names of things plaguily 
transmagrißed all along this coast. 

Dick. They be civil people, no doubt. 

Cable, Civil? ay, ay, if you will bring a good 
cargo of cash, you are welcome to anchor here as 
long as you list: But you will find the duties high 
at out-clearance; therefore take care, d'ye see, and 
dou't run aground. I must take other trip to the 
port, for your stowage. [Ext. 

Dick. 1 hope by this time your sea-sickness is 
pretty well gone? | 
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Jenny. Much mended, dear Dicky, 1 thank you. 

Dick. Well, my dear Jenny, here we are, safely 
landed in the French country, however. And now, 
what's neX#t to be done Consider, my love, we have 
not a moment to lose; your father will not be long 
behind us, I am sure. 

Jenny. No question of that; therefore our best 
way will be to get out of his power as soon as we 
can. 

Dick. By what means? 

Jenny. By the means which we came hither in 
Search of; by being married, you know. 

Dick. True: But how the deuse shall we procure 
a parson ? Perhaps the man of the house may assist 
us : But plague on't! I can't parley France; tho! I 
understand a few words here and there. 

Jenny. But] can, Dicky, you know. What, do 
you think I was five years at Madam Vanslopping's, 
the Swiss French boarding-school at Edmonton, tor 


rothing at all ? 


Dick. True, true; 1 had forgot. —But I don't 
think it any mark of their manners, to let us wait | 
here so long without asking us in. Here, house, 
house 

Jenny. Peace, Dicky! how is it possible they 
Should know what you want '—— Maron! Serg mor de 
Terre) | 

Dick. Who? what? 

» Jenny. Seigmor de Terre is as much as to say Land- 
lord in English. 

Dick, Irue, true. Oh! here the man comes. 
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Euter Moxs trunk TROMFORT. 


Tromf. Monsieur! Mademoiselle 

Dick. Lo him, Jenny! 

Jenny. Monsicur, nos sommes Anglois, & nous avons 
grand occasion dan pret re 

Tromf. A quoi ſuire 

Jenny. Faire ? pour nous joindre lui & moi ensemble, 
think. 

Dick. That is marriage, she and me: You uns 
derstand me, Mounscer ? 

T romf. Ah- ha! pour e mariage! tres dien; per- 
fectly vell, Sir. 

Dick. Gad's my lite, he speaks English how lucky 
we were in the choice of a house And what may 
your name be, Mounseer } 

Tromf. Tromfort, at your ver good service. 

Dick. Why, look'ee ! Mounseer Tromfort; in a 
word, our business is this: This here young gen- 
tlewoman and I—— 

Jenny. Stop, Dicky, and let me explain matters 
to Monsieur Tromfort ; because why, 1 speak the 
language you know. 

Dick. But, Miss, our landlord understands Eng- 
lish. 

Jenny, No matter; don't eontradict me, Nicky; 
you know 1 could never bear that from a child. 
You must know then, Monsicur, that Mr. Matthew 
Minnikin, my father, is one. of the most respectable 
pin-makers in the whole city of Longer - and that 


an his daughter. 
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Trom/. Ah-ha! 1 understand; Maister Minicky, 
gros marchand depingle ? c'est tout umple. 

Jenny. And this here young man that you see, is 
Dicky Drugget, father's prentice at home. 

Tromf. Fort bien; ver vell! 

Jenny. Now, father being minded to provide me 
a husband, for fear I should otherwise provide one 
for myself 

Tromf. Fort bien! dat vas ver vell fancy: Pardie, 
monsieur Minicky has great deal of wit! 

Jenny. Yes, well enough; if so be that he had got 
me a man to my mind; but he was so undutitul as 
never to think of consulting ot me. 

Tronf. Oh, ty, fy, Monsicur Minicky! dat vas 
terrible ting. 

Jenny. Ay, was it not, Monsieur? quite mon- 
strous, as a body may say; and so you would own, 
if you was to see the creature he fix'd on: Kit Cod- 
ling, a fat fishmonger, hard by the Change. They 
8ay the man 1s well enough to pass in the world. one 
of the livery, a pretty good speechetyer, minds his 
shop, and is careful and sober; but, Lord, what 
signiſies that? he has no more idera of dress than a 
Dutchman; and as to cotillions, I suppose he'knows 
as much about them as a cow. 

Troaf. Oh, ty, fy! Mauvaise partie, bad partie! 

Jenny. And so, Dicky ande 1 being bred up to- 
gether, as it were, and ae a gentcensh virtuous 
young man 
T romp. Ah, vas tres gentile. 

Jenny. Yes; for except lying out all night now 
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and then, hating to be so vulgar as to stay in the 
shop, frequenting the tavern in search of good com- 
pany, running his father in debt for his credit, and 
gracing his conversation with the oaths most in fa- 
shion, 1 don't believe the lad has a single vice in the 
world. 

Tromf. Dat is ver extraordinare! 

Jenny. And yet you can't think what an orationing 
father us'd to make every day: But, between you 
an I, Monsieur, father and mother are but a couple 
of fogrum old fools; ben't they, Dicky? 

- Dick. To say truth, little better, my dear. 

Jenny. Why, what a noise they made about my 
only running from school for three or four days 
with Monsieur Chasson, our maitre de dance, just 
as if they thought I would never come back again; 
ha, ha! 

Dick. To ay truth, Mounseer, Miss Jenny 
amongst them had but a very bad time; for this 
I must confess ta her face, she is the most best- 
temper'dest girl in the world; for let her but say 
and do what she pleages, and you will scarcely 
hear a cross word come out of her mouth ina 
month. 

Tromf. Vraument ? 

Dic. Then, to prove what a dutiful daughter she 
always has been, she constantly used to steal out to 
sce Breslaw, the plays, and hear Signiora Gamber- 
belly at the opera, on purpose to prevent their being 
tred with her compavy at home, 
1 rom, Ver considerate! 


- 
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Diek. And whenever the old folks charg'd het 
with doing any thing wrong, she never told them a 
word of truth in her life. 

T rom}. Not 

Dick. No; for fear of making her parents un- 
easy. 

Tromf. Ver amiable indeed | 

Jenny. Nay, Monsieur, Dicky was always very 
partial to me.—And so, we taking a fancy to one 
another, and to prevent father from exposing him- 
Self by such a ridiculous choice as Kit Codling, we 
agreed to give the old ones the slip, and take a little 
tour to the kingdom of France. 

Tron. Bien imagine! dat vas vell imagin! 

Dick. And so, Mounsee —— 

Jenny. Nay, Dicky, don't interrupt me, my dear! 
- And so, as I was a-say ing, if you can contrive to 
procure us a marrying doctor, for I am tolu there 
are one or two who have Set up in that way in this 
town, we shall take it, Monsieur, as a very — 
cular favour. 

Tromf. 1 shall be ver happy, tres charmee! to be 
capable to serve-a you. 

Jenny. Vast polite! and indeed, as I have often 
told Dicky, the French always are $0. 

Tromf. Indeed, 1 have great regard for de Eng- 
lis, and ven dey come over, I never retuse my pro- 
tection. 

rum. Mighty civil, indeed | 

Tromf. Why, every summer dere come here to 
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my house a great many my lors; and let em stay 
two, tree months, just as long as dey please. 

Dick. What, for nothing, Mounseer? 

Tromf. Presque la meme chose! almost de very same 
ting; dey never pay noding at all, only just for dere 
eating, drinking, and sleeping. 

ren How generous and noble 

Tromf, Yes; I alvays have great fenchant, great 
partiality, for dose of your country, Vy, dere vas 
some time ago, ven my house and my good vas burn 
down by de fire, I never vas take noding at all from 
de French. . 

Dick. No? 

Tromf. pas une tous; but suffer my lors Anglois to 
build-a my hotel up again to dere own taste, vid out 
de least interruption,. | 

Dick. How kind, to give that prefereace tous! 

Jenny. That indeed was the very excess of wood 
breeding ! 

Tren, And ven dey bring over good many gui 
nea, lumb'ring heavy great ting, I make de change 
vid de louis, dat vas so pretty, and as light as de 
cork. | 

Jenny. How dizinterested! 

Tromf. And as I know Messieurs les Anglois 
come here to improve demselves by travel in France, 
advise dem always to stay here as long as dey can, 
and never to tink of going home, till all dere monies 


be gone. 
Dick. What a fine thing it is to get such a friend 


in foreign parts! 
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Jenny. True, Dicky. Well, but, Moungieur, do 
you think you can provide us with the party we want? 

Tromf. Pour (a marriage? for marry youu? dere is 
no doubt. | 

Dick. But there is no time, Mounsieur, to be lost, 
for we expect Miss's father and mother to follow us 
in the very first ship. 

Tromf. Dere is de Doctor Coupler live just-a by, 
in de very next street. | 

Jenny. Then send for him directly. 

Tro. Very probable he is not at home at dis 
time. 

Dick. No? 

Tromf.' He commonly take de opportunity of dese 
dark night, to step cross de Shannel, and supply his 
friend on Yoder side vid de brandy and tea. | 

Dick. Oh, what, I reckon, the Doctor smuggles 
a little ? 

Tromf. Yes, for little amusement, just pour passer 
le temps; for he is ver fond of de sea. 

Dick. Will you enquire, Monsieur, if we cannot 


meet with the Doctor: 


Tromf. A Pinstant; dis very moment. 


Enter a very old waiter. 


Ek bien? La Jeunesse! vat is de matter? 
La Jeu. Dete is anoder vessel from Dover, just-a 
put into de port. 
Dick. Is there? Then ten to one your father is in 
her! 
Tromf. Dat vill be ver mal d- propos / 
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Dick. Hadn't I better run down to the key, and take 
a peep at who lands ? 


Tromf. By all mean; de very best dought in the 
vorld. 
Dick. Stay you here, Miss; I will be back in a 


trice. [ Exit. 
Tromf. A ver pretty gentleman, dat Maister Dru- 
goy! 


Jenny. Ves, Dicky is thought very well on. 
Tromf. He has ver great head; braucoup de politi. 
ue! 
Fenty. Ves, yes; he has wit enough when he will. 

Tromf. Ma foi, Master Dicky be fort! a ver hap- 
py man, to be sure | 

Jenny. How so, Monsieur Tromfort ? | 

Tromf. How $0? pardic, to have engage de affec- * 
tion of so amiable a Mademoiselle. 

Jenny. Dear me, Monsieur, and d'ye think so? 

Tromf. Assurement. 

Jenny. Really? But you French are $ given to 
flattery 

Tromf. Point de tout, not at all! Vill you p-rmit- 
a-me, Mademoiselle, just to have de honour to kiss- 
a your hand ? 

Jenny. My hand, Monsieur? what good can that 
do you ? 

Tromf. Ah! my God! how fine! vite as snow, and 
soft as de silk! Vat vould 1 giveto be dat dere Mon- 
sieur Dicky! 

Jenny. Why, is it possible, Monsieur, that you 
can think me equal to your own country ladies ? 
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Tremf. Ah, Mademoiselle, dere is no comparison 
at all in de vorld: Vat havock your charm vould 
make in dis contry 

Jenny. I am not quite so certain of that. 

Tromf. Dere is no doubt at all: Pour la preude; 
De very first-a Frenchmans you vas see, is proud to 
drow himself at your feet. | 

Jenny. At mine; who can that be Monsieur ? 

Tromf. Votre tres humble, Mademoiselle; it is mor, 
me myself. 

Jenny. You? 

Tromf. Mor. Permit-a me, Mademoiselle, to declare 
de force of my passion, that burn my ver— 

Z-nny. For me? why, I have scarce been in your 
company a couple of minutes. 

- Tromf. Von instant is enough for your charm to- 
make a de conquest; de very first glance, your 
bright eyes shoot me quite to de heart. Ah! how 
it make-a me pat, pat, pat! Fait mo: Phonneur to place. 
a your hand jusr here a my side. 

Jenny. Here is an audacious old fop ! Il try how 
far the impudent puppy will go.— Why, reallv, Mon- 
sicur, you're so amiable and, your manners $0 very 
polite, and so civil, that it it had not been for a prior 
engagement, I don't know but I might be tempted 
to listen. 

Tromf. Courage, Monsieur Tromfort ? Stay but 
litrel time, Maister Dicky, begar I make you a cocu 
before you vas marry. (A ide.) — Engagement! vat 
is dat? 

Jenny. The young man you saw here but now. 

Tron. Maister Dicky; ver vell? 
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Jemy. We are come over rt to marry, you 
know. 

Tromf. Vy not? 

Jenny. Whay, and at the same time encourage 
another's addresses? 

Tromj. To be sure. E France, de lady a 
take de husband to make sure of de lover; de one 
pour la folitique, de oder for de passion. 

Jenny. Ay; but what would my 2 — 
say at so very Quick a 

Tromf. Say? ah-ha! she begin to capitulate. 
(Ande.) — Say dat you take de ver vise step. Oh, 
Mademoiselle, dere be many pretty my lady, who 


vait at my hotel for de vind, that can tell many 


comic storie of Monsieur Tromfort. | 
Jenny. Oh, I don't doubt it at all !—Was there 
ever such an impudent coxcombl-—If one did but 


know, indeed, the name of some of the ladies, it 


would be a kind of excuse. 

Tromſ. Perdonnez mot! jamais de man of honour 
never tell de name of de lady. La voices! looky 
here | look at dis plamet; dis pretty white fedder 
(Shews a 5habby white feather.) dis trophy of my vice 
tory I receive from de hand of de pretty my lady. 

Jenny. That indeed is a proof; and yet, Mon- 
sieur, it is a sort of wonder too, for you are not over 
young, nor, between curselves, remarkably hand- 
some; and besides all that, you have but one eye. 

Tromf. Dat is true; but den consider, Made - 
moiselle, dat de little god Cupid has got never a 


vone. 
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Jenny. Right; and I believe the lady must have 
been near as blind as the god. 

Tromf. Not at all. But, ma chere Mademoiselle, 
we lose time; and Maister Dicky may come back 
from de port. Dere 1s, in dis littel room, de ver 
pritt picter, which permit-a me to have de honour 
to shew you. 

Jenny. Nay, but, Monsieur 
Tron. Dere must be a littel compulsion to make 
de lady do vat she like. (pulls her.) Venez ma! 
Jen. Hands off, you insolent rufftan! 

[Strikes him, 

Tromf. Diable! 

Jenny, The vanity and impudence of this fellow 
exceeds all the accounts I have heard of his coun- 
try. 

Tromf. By gar, for de soft hand, it is de most 
hard Lever vas feel! 

Jenny. Not half so much as you merit. A pretty 
account you give of the English; and a fine return 
for all the favours you have received at their hands! 

Tromf. Pardie, cent une espece de virago.— Mats 
Mademornslle! 

Jeuny. However, the gentleman will soon be 
back, and return you thanks for this piece of ci- 
vility. 

Tromf. Mais, Mademoiselle, you vas know de 
mode of dis country, de littel gallantry tc 'de pretty 
nne vomans. 

Jenny. Gallantry! what, from a fellow like you, 
a pitiful publican ? 
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Tremſ. Diable] publican? dat be good enough 
for de maker of pin, 
fenny. Here he comes. 


Euter Dicx Darvocet. 


Dick. Zounds, Miss, here they all be! 

Jenny. All who? 

Dick. Father, mother, and your aunt Clack, the 
milliner from out ot Pall-Mall.—But, you seem 
flurried; there has nothing happened I hope? 

Jenny. Happened ? that saucy Frenchman has 
taken such libernes! 

Dick. How !—Zounds, Sir, how dare you— 

Tren. Monsieur Dicky 

Jcuny. Nay, the fellow is only fit to be laughed at; 
Besides, at present we want him.-Harkee, Mon- 
Sieur, if you wish to have your folly forgot, and not 
be exposed, as you richly desei ve, you must imme- 
diately lend your assistance. 

Tromf. Vid pldisir. 

Jenny. Where can I conceal myself from my an- 
gry relations? 

Trum. Dere is but littel time for to tink. Ah-ha! 
I have it. I vill dis instant put you into de convent 
vere my sister is nun. 

Jenny. But they will soon find me out, and force 
me trom them. 

Iren. You must pretend to have de grand incli- 
nation to become de bon catuiick, 

Jenny And will that do? 

B 3 
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Trom. Never fear! Mademoiselle est bien ricke ; 
andde French priest never give up de convert ven 
She has grea deal de guinee, ama. 

Jenny. In the mean time, what is to become of my 
friend ? 

Tromf. De best way for Maister Dicky is to take 
de little trip to Dunkirk or Boulogne, till matters 
be settle. 

Jenny. May I venture, Monsieur, to trust m 
in your hands? 

Tromf. By gar, Mademoiselle, dere is more dan- 
ger from your hand dan from mine 

Jenny. We English, Mounsieur, are an odd sort 
of people! it is near as dangerous to provoke our 
women as men. 

Tromf. By gar, I believe so. No, no; “ air 
tit faite ; 1 have done. —Me femme, my little wiſe, 
Shall conduct Mademoiselle—La jeunesse! [ Calls. 


Enter La Jruxnsse. 


La Jeu. Monsieur? 

Tromf. Go to my vite; tell her to take Madem- 
oiselle to de convent, and leave her dere vid my 
sister. After dinner, I vill bring you de news to de 
grate. 

Jenny. Well, Dicky, adicu! expect to hear from 
me soon. 

Dick. Be as quick as you will, 1 shall think it an 
age. Dearest Jenny, farewell! { Exit. 

Tromf. Jusque & revoir, Mademoiselle 
Jenny. Servant, Monsieur Tromfort ? 


mn 
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Tromf. Ma foi, Mademoiselle be a great littel fool, 
to prefer Monsieur Dicky to guch anoder as me. 
By gar, de Englis voman have no judgment at all, 
she Vill repent by-and-by ; more pity for she !—La 
Jeunessc! 


Enter La JeuNEsSE. 


Have you sent dose bag of guinea to Dunkirk, to be 


melt ? 
La Jeu. Oui, Monsicur. 


Tromf. Ver vell. (Exit La Jeunesse. )— Apres tout 
Messieurs © Anglois, all the Englis people, be ver 
great fool, to come here, spend dere money, in search 
after vat dey never will find! to shange dere roast-a 
beef and pudding, for our rotten ragout ; see de co- 
medy, de play, dey don't comprehend ; talk vid de 
people dey don't understand; tant mieux so much 
de better. In ver few year, I shut up my hotel, set 
up my coach, my carosse, and call myself monseur 
le marquis de Guinea, in compliment to Messieurs P 
Ang lots ; ver pritt title, by gar! ha, ha, ha ![ Exit. 


Enter La Jeunzsse, Mr, and Mrs, MixnitxiN, Mrs. 
CLACK, and Kir CODLING. 


Mrs. Min. This unnatural! hussey, to run thus away 
from her parents! and to foreign parts, as they say, 
amongst Pagans and Papists, and a parcel of—And 
here we have been toss'd and tumbled about, that T 
don't know u hether I stand upon my head or my heels, 

Miz. And then that lanthorn- jaw'd hound at the 
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gate, to seize my tobacco-box ! and I'll be worn 
there was not a couple of pipe- fulls. | 
Mrs. Min. Av, ay, poor toads, they are glad to 
get hold of any thing they can get. Well if Fence 
mere set sight of old Powl's, if ever they get me be- 
low Bridge again, unless a pleasuring, perhaps, du- 
ring the summer, ina hoy to Margate—Pray son 
Codling, how long were we ia Sailing over the sca? 
Cod!. I can tell you, madam Minnikin, exact to a 
minute; because why 1 have promis'd neighbour In- 
dex, the printer, to make obserwations on all the 
Strange things that I sce, that he may print them 
next tune, long with his Six weeks Tour to the Con- 
tincat. Let's see; here is ny Journal: (reads) 
« June the 10, embarked at seven in the mornings 
« at Dover, aboard the Mercury, vind South aud 
% by East: nine o'clock, vind Meer a little to the 
« Vest; shell'd half a bushel of peas; eleven o' clock, 
« vind ditto, eat ditto; twelve and an half, pluck'd 
« a couple ot fowls; very odd to See how the vind 
« blew thc feathers about: nota bere, feathers will 
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« Swim in the salt sca.“ 

Miz. Vast curus observations, indeed! 

Mrs. Min. Nay, 1 always said, son Codling had a 
good head of his own, Why, Matthew, Minnikin, 
it he goes on but as he begun, I don't know but his'n 
way be as useful as many ct the voyages that have 
been primed of late. 

Min. Ay, Margery, if he could hut get some 
Strange beastesscs, or Carry home a foreign savage 
or two, for a Show. 

Mrs, Ain. But go on, son Codling, I beg! 
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Cod. Two o'clock, road beginning to be con- 
« gumedly rough, was so much jolted, that I could 
« not write any more.” 

Ars. Min. Write? I'm sure I was notable to stand 
to they popp'd me into a hole w the wall, I think 
they call'd it a cabin? Lord bless us, *twas more like 
a coftin ! 

Clack. The $ea has been rumbustious, I own ; 
but then sister the land makes us ample amends. 

Mrs. Min. Amends! in what way? 

Clack. Bless me, sister, how can you ask? I pro- 
ſess myself quite a different person: the people here 
are all so gay, and well-bred! Did you not observe, 
when I accidentally sneez'd, how politely all the 
people pull'd off their hats ? , 

Mrs. Min. Pshaw ! what signifies their grins and 
grimaces, their scrapes and congees? do you, sister, 
«riously think, that the French folks are more clever 
than we ? N 

Clack. Ridiculous! is there a mortal can doubt it. 
Why without their asistance, how should we be able 
to dress ourselves, or our victuals? And then, as to 
cleverness, did you observe those little children, as 
we came up trom the key? 

Mrs. Min. Ves; and to my thinking, I never saw 
guch a parcel of brown brats in my life. 

Clack. I declare I was asham'd, quite blush'd for 
my country, to hear mere infants, quite babies, as 
I may say, sputter French, more freex and glibbee 
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than your daughter Jane, who has had a French mas- 
ter these ſive years. 

Mrs. Mis. That's true, I must own; but then 1 
don't find that they be more cuter to getour lingo, 
than we to learn thous. 

Clack. Because why, they think it beneath them, 

Mrs. Min. Who the deuse be all these? 


Enter Several POR TERS with small parcels, 


La Jeu. De porter from the custom-house, along 
vid your baggage. 

Codl. Baggage? zooks, any one of these might 
have carried it all. 

Clack. Ay! there, there, brother, you have ano- 
ther proof of their breeding; ; all of them eagar to be 
use ful to strangers. 

Min. Yes, pox take them, in hopes, I suppose, 
of being handsomely paid.— Well, Monsieurs, how 
much are you to have 

Clack. Fy, Mr. Minnikin! don't expose your 
meanness, the moment you are landed Monsieur, 
you will satisfy these gentlemen for the trouble they 
have taken. And, Mr. Codling, do * and get us 
a good room, if you can. 

4.4 Jeu. Verner ua! 

[ Exeunt Porters, bowing and scrapings 

Min. Hey-day ! who the deuse have we here? 

Mrs. Min. As I live a couple of shoe-blacks, with 
muflts and bag-wigs ! | 
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Enter SHOE-BLACKS, who bow with great ceremony and 
take nf. 

Min. There, there, Margery! dost thou see! 
mark their smirking, bowing and sneczing! 

Clack. Ay, sister Minnikin, there! you see how 
courteous and civil the very lowest people are here : 
Show me a shop- keeper, in your whole ward, that 
can do his honours so well! see how politely they 
offer their snuff to each other; and look I if the sweet 
little creatures are not set down to cards on their 
stools! 

Min. Ves, yes; I see well enough. 

Clack. Not like our vulgar fellows, at Patt or All 
fours, but a party at Piquet, Ill be swern ! 


Enter La JruxNEss?, Luxe LaPeELLE, and GREGORY 
GINGHAM. 


La Jeu. Dis vay, my lor! one, two, dree step; 
take care-a, my lor! | 

Mrs. Min. Bless me, my dear, if here a'n't Mr. 
Lappelle, from Bond. Street ! 3nd neighbour Ging- 
ham, as sure as a gun! fresh from Paris, 1 warrant. 

Min. Well met neighbour Gingham! What you've 
been fetching home fashions, I reckon ? 

Ging. Hush, Master Minnikin! there is no need 
to make proclamation in foreign parts, of what bu- 
siness we be. 

Clack. Brother Minnikin's tongue will now and» 
then run too fast for his wit. 

Min. Nay, I said nothing, I am sure. 
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Lap. Excuse moi, Monsieur Minnikin! you. men- 
tioned fetching of fashions; and that, as the French 
Say, was tantaramount to calling us tailors. 

Clack. The very same thing. 

Min. Why, sure, Gregory Gingham, thee bee at 
not ashamed of thy calling, be'st ? 

Ging. That is another man's matter, you knows; 
How is it our fault, (d'ye mind me?) if the French 
folks will take us for lords? They saw something in 
us that was above the vulgar 1 reckon. 

Mrs. Min. Nay, for the matter of that, Mathew, 
it is at worst but being quit with Mounseer; for I'll 
be sworn, there are many cf their Counts and Mar- 
quisses that comes over to us, (aye, and are received 


by the best quality too, at their tables) who, if the 


truth was known, are little better than tailors at 
home. | | 

Codl. Right! well said, Madam Minnikin! with 
this odds in their favour, (plague take *em!) that them 
there fellows make a good hand and profit by 
their pride and presumption ; whilst our foolish 
folks are forced to pay pretty high fees for their ti- 
tles. I reckon, your lordships were swingingly 
Sous'd on the road ? | 

Ging, To say truth, the bills did mount pretty 
high, and we did not chuse tp chafter with them, 
because why, we wa'n't willing to bring a disgrace 


on our dignity, 


Clack. Wisely done, for the honour of England 
Cod. Honcur ? I can't say that ever I heard that 
Old England received much Fonour from tailors ; 
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unless, indeed, when they listed in Elliot's Light- 
horse. 

Lap. That may be the case, Master Minnikin, with 
those of the trade who live in the city; but I would 
have you to know, the knights of the needle are ano- 
ther sort of people at our end of the town. 

Clack. Doubtless. 

Lap. It is not in the fashions only that we take the 
lead ; we rule likewise over the Belles Lettres, as thie 
French call them. 

Min. How ? 

Lap. Give laws to the drama; damn a play when 
we please; or hiss an actor off the Stage, when we 
take a dislike to the rascal. 

Codl. Ay? it is the first I ever heard of a tailor's | 
goose hissing ! 

Lap. Yes, yes; why, I hong at the h-ad of my 
journeymen, have more than once played the part of 
THE PUBLIC. 

Min. You surprize me 

Lap. And am known, at all our houses of call, 
by the name of Tom Town. 

Clact. Mr. Lapelle, you are but losing your labour: 
Honest good sort of people enough; but mere cits, 
quite ignorant of what is going on in the world! 

Lap. Yes, yes, they look of that cut; not of the 
right stuff, as the French say, to make bucks desprits on. 

Clack. And pray what news is stirring in Paris? 

Lap. Tojours gay, as the French say, Mrs. Clack. 

Mrs. Min. 1 reckon there be powers of our coun- 
try folks there, 1 
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Lap. I suppose $0; for I saw a good many ank- 
ward people, as they say, a {a comedy, and at the 
Caolossus; but I chose to avoid them, 

Mrs, Min. And why $0? 

Codl. 1 reckon there were some of his masters 
amongst them; and it would not have been decent 
to be too forward, for a tradesman, like he. 


Lap. Pardonnez moi! that was not it; it is always 


the rule with me, when I travels, to avoid s Ang- 
lois, as the French sap, the English, as much as I 
can. 

Ced!, I reckon the French, as they don't know his 
trade, are more politer and civil. 

Lap. No; there's a roughness, a bourgotsy, about 
our barbarians, that is not at all to my taste; not a 
bit, as the French say, to my gout. 

Clack. I don't wonder at it, I hope you left the 
royal family allin good health. 

Lap. Yes; Mr. le Roti, as the French say, looked 
pretty jclly ; and I was at his grand couvert, and com- 
ed - Sunday: His majesty looked at me very hard. 

Clack. Indeed? 

Mrs. Min, Ay; wondering, I suppose, how such 
a ene as he could contrive to get in. 

Lap. This relation of yours, Mrs. Clack, is but a 
low kind of a body. --No, no, Mrs. Minnikin ; his 
majesty and I have been acquainted ; many a time 
and oft have I been at court, when he was only the 
dolphin, 

Clack. Pray, how long, Mr. Lapelle, was you 
coming from Paris? 
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Lap. Two days and a night. 

Clack, Are the accommodations good upon the 

road * 
Lap. Their horses, their chevauxes, as the French: 
call them, are not quite so nimble as our'n; but then, 
to make amends, like the French, I courier the post, 
without stopping; unless, perhaps, to take a sliglit 
repas of a bit of jambun, or a hamlet. 

Min. But how do you like your jaunt, neighbour 
Gingham ? You are rather silent, I think. | 

Lap. This, you know, is only Gingham's first trip: 
Pesides, to like Paris, a man must parle vous in per- 
fection ; speak their lingor perfectly well. 

Ging. For the matter of that, master Lapelle, the 
postilions did not seem to take very readily all that 
yuu said on the road. 

Lap. Them there fellows! how should they? mere 
country bumpkins! little better, as we say in French, 
than a parcel of pheasants ! 

Clack. Ay, hogs, I suppose, like our own. * 

Lap. True, Mrs. Clack; quite cowchans, as we say. 

Mrs. Ain. Have they pretty good victuals in these 
parts, ne:ghbour Gingham ? 

Ging. Victuals? soup, that tasted as if wrung from 
a dish-clout, and rags stewed in vinegar, are all the 
victuals I have seen. | 

Lap. Ah! poor Gingham has a true English sto- 
mach; nothing will do but substanuals ; he has no 
taste for ragoutes, intermeats, and rottis. 

Ging. Nay, you know, at the last town, my wife 
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fished out a large piece of blue apron, upon the top 
ot her tork. | 

Mrs, Min. What! did Mrs. Gingham come with 
you ? 

Ging. Yes; and is about as well pleased as myself. 

Mrs. Min, Where is she? 

Ging. In a room hard-by, with Mrs. Lapelle. 

Lap. How often have I cautioned you not to give 
her that name here in France? suppose any of the 
people should hear you! 

- Clack. What, then, I suppose it is not Mrs. La- 
pelle, that is your real wife, that is with you ? 

Lap. Yes, yes; but you know nothing can be $0 
vulgar in France, as voyaging about with one's wite ; 
so I make her pass for my mistress, and always calls 
her Mademoiselle. 

Clack. And she fares never the worse, I'll be sworn. 

Lad. Au contratre, as they say, besides, it is the 
onliest method to keep her to one's self. 

Mrs. Min, How so? 

_ Cap. No Frenchman scruples to make love to a 
wite ; because why, 'tis not the fashion for the hus- 
band to care a farthing about her; but to seduce a 
man's mistress, that he is imagined to love, is a orime 
that is never torgiven. 

Clack. Lord, Mr. Lapelle, we are like the French 
in a great many things. 

Lap. Yes, we endeavour; and, to wy truti, im- 
prove every day in our morals. 

Clack. But mayn't we join the ladies within? 

Lap. By all means—but mind the caution 1 gave! 
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—Yes; Mademoiselle and I by accident picked up 
Gingham and wiſe, We met them in the Fauxbourg 
of St. German; and as we were to set out about the 
same time, we thought it would be, as the French 
say, for us four to come to Calais together, an agree- 
able tete-d-tete on the road. 

Clack. Well, 1 Should like vastly to see Paris be- 
fore my return; but the journey is so very expen- 
Sive! cost a world ot money, no doubt? 

Lap. Why, as I know how to manage, not alto- 
gether so much: It is true, we paid our bills like 
lords, on the road; but it shall go hard, Mrs. Clack, 
it I don't make the real lords retund, whea 1 send 
in their bills. 

C/ack, All the reason in life. 

Lap. This, with a good cargo of lace conveyed by 
Mademoiselle, and some rich suits that I know how 
to smuggle safely to Dover, will, I should think, 
carry me scot-free to Bond-Street.——Burt, pray, what 
brings all your family? | 

Clack, We will inform you within. 

Lap. Gingham, you will escort Mrs. Minnikin ? 
Mrs. Clack, as the French say, will you accept of 
my 6rass f { Extant, with CEremony. 
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SCENE 1.— 1 French Apartment. 


Fiter Mr. and Mrs. Mixx1KiN and Mrs, CLack. 


Mrs. Minnikin, 


I Tell you, Matthew, it is all a purtence, merely 
to keep out of our hands! Why, what should she do 
in a convent ? 

Min. Mayhap, Margery, she may take it in her 
head to turn nun. 

Mrs. Min. Lord, Matthew, how canst think of 
any such a thing? She nun! no, no; she's more 
likely by half to briag people, into the world, than 
to take any one out on't. What say you, sister 
Clack? 5 

Clack. I am pretty much of your mind, I must 
confess; but we shall know more of the matter when 
Kit Codling comes back. 

Min. D'ye think they"! permit'n to see her? 

Mrs. Min. That, I suppose, will depend on her- 
self. Oh, here comes Mr. Codling. 


Eater CopLiixc, 


Well, son, What news from the runagate? have vou 
geen her? 
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Codl. Not I: They first shew'd me up to a room 
with iron rails at one end, like a begging grate; and 
upon ringing the bell, there popped out of t'othef 
side the bars an old gentlewoman, drest in a blanket, 
with a black haadkerchief over her head. 

M/S. Min, Yes; I have heard the Papishes have 
such dresses amongst them: Who was she: 

Codl. 1 took her to be one of the clargywomen 
that belong to the place. 1 asked, if they had 
veigled one Miss Minnikin into their clutches, in 
hopes to make her a Papish: At the word vagled, 
the old woman tura'd up the whites of her eyes, 
and with her hands cross her stomach, like a child 
that is saying her catechise, made a jaculations I 
tancy, in the outlandish tongue; upon which, I told 
her to let me have none of her hypocrisy canting, 
but to answer direct to my questions. 

Clack. How rude! It was lucky she did not un- 
derstand you. 

Codi. Understand me? yes, as well as. you do: 
Pho, nun, they be all Enzlishwomen that be locked 
up in that church. She owned that Miss Jenny was 
there. 

Mrs, Min. She did? 

Cod/. Then 1 asked if I could not change a few 
words with her, by way of a little discourse; they 
Said no, because why, Miss was out of order at pre- 
zent. 

Min. A pretence; nothing else. 

Codl, So I reckon. Then 1 desired the rentlews. ; 
man to open the hatch, and let me in doors to 860 
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her, for, I had a word or two for her private ear 
from her parents; upon that, the old gossip set up 
such a grumbling, called me profligate harrytick, 
and wondered I could be so empiety to think they 
ever suffered a man to enter their doors; pon that, 
I told her, that if none of her complishes were more 
handsome than she, ecod they might open their 
doors without any great danger; ha, ha! this made 
the old one as mad as the deuse! 

Clack. I tould you what would happen, if you sent 
such a rough creature as he. 

Cod!, No; we grew more milder at last; and she 
offer'd to shew her, it her tather and mother would 
come. 1 8 

Mrs. Min. Then, Matthew, Jet us go to her this 
instant! Son Codling will shew us the way. 

Coal. For the matter ot that, I don't believe you 
will speed much better than me. 

Clack. And why not? 

Cod, When I ask'd her, if as how she thought 
Jenny had serusly a mind ro turn to their way, she 
Said she did'nt make the least doubt on't; tor that 
Miss had all the true outward and visible signs ot 
an inward vacation. 

Mrs. Min. Who have we here? 


Enter Fatier O'Doxxovan, 4 Capuciin. 
Cod. I don't know; a mountebank, I reckun ; or 
mayhap a man that shews sleight of hand, 
O Don. Save you, good jontizmen! 
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Mrs, Min, No, no; it is an Englishman, + know 
by his tongue, Well, friend, who and what are 
you ? 

Don. Plaise you, I am a poor Capuchin, that 
belongs to this convent here m the town, 

Codl, Capuchin? and pray, honest friend, what 
trade is that in the French? 

0'Don. Trade! the devil a bit of a trade that it is: 
By my shoul, if I had a mind to be of a trade, do 
you think 1 would have quitted my haymaking in 
England? 

Mrs. Min. What is it, then, that you follow? 

© Don. It is a kind of protession, my dear. 

Mrs. Min. A protession! 

O Don. Ay; we makes professions of poverty, 
that we may be sure to want jor nothing as long as 
we live, 

(Cod. And how do you get what you want? 

O Don. By asking it from those that can give it. 

cod. Godso | then you are a beggar, I tuncy. 


OV Don, Who? a beggart what the devil put that 


in your head? 
Mrs. Min. What d'ye call yourself else? 
0 Don, I am only a meudicant, honey. 
Cod!. I wonders you prefer so idle a life, 

O Don. And why $0? d'ye think that 1 would not 
rather that other people should work for me, than 
work for myself? not that I should mind working 
neither, but only becaase it is so very laborious. 

Mrs. Min, And are folks now very charitable in 
this here part ot the world ? 
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O Don. Charitable! the devil of any charity's in 
it: It is, honey, a Christian Kind of a bargain, 
struck up among us, I think. 

Clack. A bargain ? 

O Don. Ay; whilst they work for us, we pray for 
them; they take care of our bodies, and, in return, 
my dear, we take care of their shouls, 

Cod. Souls! never $tir, father, if this ben't one of 
their friars ! 

Mrs. Min. Sure as can be, son Codling has hit it. 
Who can tell, husband, as he is our countryman, 
and one of the gang, but, for a little spill of money, 
he may put us in a way to get our daughter out of 
their clutches ? 

Min. It is but trying, however. 

Mrs. Min. And pray, good Sir, by what name 
may we call you ? 

O Don. Father O' Donnovan, at your humble sar- 
vice. 

Mrs. Min. Will you do us the favour to step a lit- 
tle this way ?*=-Son Codling have a look- out, that 
we ben't interrupted. —Why, you must know, that 
a daughter of ours has run away from her friends, 
and voluns, noluns, has taken shelter here in a 
cloister. 

O Don. Run away from her friends? By my 
Shoul, that was very foolish.y done! 

Mrs. Min, Now if you could put us in a way, by 
hook or by crook, to get her out of the convent 

O'Don. Me? what, me? to get a parson out of a 
couvent? 
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Mrs, \ in. It you would be so kind to assist. 

on. Fy! consider, woman, what you are ask- 
ng. 

Min. Nay, Sir! 

0' Don, Upon my conscience, here is one of the 
most blackest conspiracies broke out against Popery, 
since gunpowder-treason. 

Mrs, Min. Patience, sweet Sir! 

0'Den, To tempt one of my order to be guilty 
of sacredness! 

Mrs. Min. Indeed, good Sir, I had no such thing 
in my head. ö 

0 Don. Pace, woman! What is it better than sa- 
credness, to break into a convent, and take any cra- 
tur out by compulsion? 

Mrs. Min. But, Sir—— 

Don. 1 tell vou, even to force a young woman 
from thence, that is willing to lave it, is one af the 
biggest rubberies that be committed, 

Mrs. Min. My dear 

O' Don. And, to extennate the matter, here is a 
dutiful poor young body, that flies from ber pa- 
ren's, and takes retuge in the arms of the church— 

Mrs. Nin. Hear me a word, reverend Sir! 

O Don. We $hall see what the Commandment will 
Say to this business! take my word for it, my 
friends, you will be all saaz'd in an instant, and 
lock'd up in prison aboard the gallies for the rest of 
your lives. 

Mrs. Min. Mercy on us !-—Sister Clack, try if you 
can't mollify his cholar a little, or we shall be 
clap'd up in the quisition directly. 
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Clack. Can you, reverend Sir, be so cruel to your 
country -folks here 

O' Don, Pace, woman! 

Clack. Indeed they had no bad intentions; they 
only wanted to ask your reverence's advice, and 
meant to leave a small sum in your hand 

0 Don. Sum? do you mean to insult me? Don't 
you know, woman, that we must never touch money? 

Clack. To bestow upon poor objects that want it; 
but, it so be vour reverence is forbidden to touch it, 
why; to be sure, we won't dare to . 

O Don. Wh, lookee, mistress; to handle money 
is against the rules of our order, which we dare not 
break through: If, indeed, it was put into a purge, 
why, there would be no occasion, d'ye sec, for me to 


touch it. 

Clack. Brother Minnikin, have you ever a purse ? 

Mrs. Mmm. Here, here igenine, sister Clack. 

Don. Why as you saam to be well-disposed peo- 
ple, and only want a little wholesome advice; why 
that, d'ye ce, may alter the case. 

Mrs. Min. Nothing else, indeed, reverend Sir. 

O Don. Why, d'ye mind me, it would not be da- 
cent for me to $tir in this matter; becaase why, as 
we are monks, vou know, it is our duty to bring 
over and pervert as many shouls as we can. 

Mrs. Min. TT rue, reverend Sir; but there is no- 
thing of that in the matter; the girl, Heaven knows, 
has no more mind to be preverted than any of us. 

OV Don. How! more shame for her] but may I be 


lave you ? 
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Mrs. Min. All a pretence, nothing else; she is 
run away with an idle *prentice of ours, to avoid that 
young man there before you. 

Don. Have you brought with you no letters of 
recommendation to any strangers of ary acquaint- 
ance, that live in this town ? 

Mrs. Min. We know of no mortal; we have not 
been landed an hour. 

Don. Becaase a little interest in this case would 
g0 a great way; not but there are some of our own 
country folks, that live here in great credit: Per. 
haps you may have known them at home. 

Mrs. Min. Does your reverence remember their 
names ? 

O' Dos. There is Mr. nb that lives in 
the Square, one of the best- natured craturs alive: 
He got the jail-distemper, by attending his own trial 
at the old- Bailey. 

Mrs. Min. Poor gentleman! 

O Don So the judge advised him to try for seven 
years the air of America. 

Mrs, Min. And did he reap any benefit? 

O Don. He has put ot the jaunt tor awhile. 

Mrs. Min. Why $0? 

O Don. I don't know; they talk that that place is 
all in combustion at present; so being a paceable 


man, he chose to be set down here in his way. 

Mrs. Min. Dost know him, Matthew ? 

Min. Not J. 

Don. Then there is one Squire Copywell, that 
is but lately come over; a very fasatious, humour« 
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Some man: He laid a bet with a frind of his, out of 
fun, that he would draw a bill in the hand-writing 
of Sir Timothy Tradewell, so like that the banker 
Should pay it without hesitation. 

Mrs. Min. And did he? 

O' Don. You may say that: But, when they come 
to find out the mistake, the banker, being a crusty 
dull fellow, and not understanding a joke, talked of 
going to law with the 'squire, 

Mrs Min. Lord bless us! how could they— 

O' Don. Nay, I don't know, my shoul; them there 
English have some strange maxims amongst them; 
so the squire, not caring to throw away his money 
to lawyers, chose to come and live here, rather than 
make any more words of the matter. 

Clack. I'd have done the very same thing, had I 
been the squire. 

O' Don. Nay, for the matter of that, you have no 
more manners than morality among youu in Eng- 


land. 
Mrs. Min. How, feverend Sir! I thought we was 


remarkable for 

OC Don. Pace, woman, and hold your pallaver ! 
Was there ever such ul breeding as Lord Constant's 
to Sir Henry Hornbcam, that lives hard by here at 
Ardres. 

Clack. Indeed, I never heard nothing about it. 

O Don. My lord was obligated to go about his af- 
fairs into the North for a month, and left his dis- 
consolate lady behind him in London. 

Airs. Min · Poor gentle woman! 
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0' Don. Upon which, his friend Sir Henry used 
to go and stay there all the day, to amuse and di- 
vert her. 

Mrs. Min. How good-natured that was in Sir 
Henry! 

O Don. Nay, he carried his friendship much fur. 
ther than that; for my lady, as there was many 
highway men and footpads about, was afraid that 
ome of them would break into the house, and 30 de- 
Sired Sir Henry to he there every night. 

Mrs. Min. Good soul! and he did, 1 dare say? 

O'Don. To be sure: There is not a more politer 
man in the world. So, hearing in the middle of the 
night a little noise below stairs, he run'd down to 
See what was the matter; finding all safe, in coming 
up again, he chanced to make a little mistake. 

Mrs. Min, How $0? 

Don. Instead of going to his own *. he step- 
ped into my lady's. 

Clack, That might happen very well, in the dark, 

Don. And there falling asleep, never once 
found out his mistake till the maid came up in the 
morning. 

Clack. He must have been vastly surprized, to be 
sure. 

Mrs. Min. And, I warrant me, so was my lady. 

O Don. Without doubt. But now comes the up- 
chot of all: 1 reckon, you suppose my lord thought 
himself much obliged to Sir Henry? 

Clack. To be sure. 

Don. Not he, by my Shoul! nay, more worser 
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than that, he had the ill manners to bring an action 
against him. 

Clack. What, after Sir Harry had told him the 
Story ? 

O' Don. Ay, and my lady hikewise; so it must be 
true, as you know, becaase why, they could not 
both be mistaken. 

Clack. There was no danger of that. 

Don. So, Sir Harry, not chusing to live any 
longer amongst such under-bred people, has settled 
here ſor his life. 

Clack. Why, as there is so much good com- 
pany, it must be vast agreeable living here, I should 
think. | 

O Don. You may say that; and indeed this place 
is 30 pleasant, that every day one ingenus parson or 
other comes over to live. Upon my shoul, among 
ourselves, I belave the folks on your side the water 
begin to grow. a little jealous. 

Clack. No wonder, | 

@ Don. Insomuch, that they have made applica- 
tion to the magistrates here to send some of them 
forcibly back. 

Mrs. Min. But I dare say the French were more 
politer than that, 

O Don. To be sure. Indeed, out of compassion, 
they have compelled three or four that were poor to 
return; becaase why, it coudn't be very agreeable 
to them, you know, to live here without money. 

Mrs. Min. To be sure. 
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OV Don. And then, the English are indulged in the 


free exercise of their religion, 


Mrs. Min. Oh, then they go to church ? f 


O Don. No, no; if they find 'em preaching or 
praying, they hang up the minister, and send the 
congregation all to the gallies. 

Mrs, Min. Dost hear that, Matthew Minnikin? 

OY Don. So now, as I was a-telling, if you can get 
any frind to speak to the——Buo-boo-boo! upon my 
shoul, 1 had like to have forgot the most materialist 
parson of all: Does any of you Know Lady Kitty 


Crocodile? 


Clack. Lady Kitty! nobody better; I have had 


the honour of working for her ladyship this many 


years, 


0 Don. Then your business will be done in a trice 
Between ourselves, the ladics always rule the roast 


in this part of the world. 


Clack. I dare believe her ladyship will be very wil 
ling to serve us. 

0 Don, I don't doubt it at all; she is one of the 
most worthiest women alive: 
stay in England after the death of her husband, 
every thing there put her so much in mind of her 
Why, if she met by accident with one of his 
boots, it always set her a- crying; indeed, the poor 
gentlewoman was a perfect Niobe. 

Clack. Indeed, I found her ladyship in a very in- 
contionable way, when I waited on her upon the 
Indeed she was rather more 
chearful when she tried on her weeds; and now on 


inourntul occasion. 
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der, for it is a dress vastly becoming, especially to 
people inclined to be fat. But I was in hopes, by 
this time she had got over her griefs. 

O Don. Not atall, indeed. Indeed, with the French 
she is fasatious and pleasant enough; but she nosooner 
sets sight on any thing English, than the tears burst 
out like a whirlw ind. 

Clack Then, if we can do without it, we won't 
trouble her ladyship. 

Mrs, Min. True; we will first try, sister, what 
we can do at the convent. 

O Don. By all means: And, d'ye hear, vou need 
not mention any thing about the purse; you under- 
stand me ? 

Clack. Oh, father, you need not fear us. 

O' Don. Nay, it is not for that; but beeaass one's 
Charity, you know, should be private; and there- 
fore, to divulge it would take away most of the 
merit. [ Exit, 

Clack. True, true. What's next to be done? 

Mrs. Min. Why, we had best go after the wench 
to the convent. 

Clack. But take care what you $2”! you see what 
a hobble we had like to have got into. 

Mrs. Min. Never you tear? I warrant, I knows 


how to behave myself. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II.— 4 Convent, 


Enter ABBtss and JENNY. 


A®5:x5. Only, daughter, consider to what tempta- 
tion you are expos'd in the world, 
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0 Jenny. The more merit, mother, then in me, to 
* resist them. 
Alles. Attacked by enemies from every quarter. 
h Jenny. Jam a girl of spirit, mother, and am de- 
r termined to face them. 
t Abbess. But they will be too powerful, child, for 
you to resist, 
t Jenny. Then, like abler officers, I must surrender. 


suppose there will be no danger of their refusing 
it me quarter. 
Abbess, Daughter, daughter, I am afraid your af - 
4 fe ct ions are carnal. ' 
- Jenny. Mother, mother, they are like other girls 
of ny age, 
Ades. Why won't you accept a spiritual spouse ? 


3 Jenny. Because I have found one of flesh and blood 
- much more to my mind. 
- Abbess, Consider, that is a union that will continue 
, for ever. 

Jenny, And do you call that a recommendation, 
good mother? 

Abbess, The other, child, must be finally dissol ved 
N by death. 


Jenny. Like many of my conntrywomen, perhaps, 
| 1 wayn't have patience to tarry altogether so long. 
But come, mother, I can, I believe, give a good guess 
at your meaning: You have a notion that I should 
bring a pretty good fortune to this spouse of — re- 
commendation? 
Abb ess. True, daughter. 
Jenny. To which, as I never heard of any chil» 
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dren produced by this unaccountable union, you will 
succeed? Now I must tell you, I ha'n't a farthing of 
fortune. 

Abbess. Daughter? 

Jenny. I am entirely dependant upon father, who, 
I am positively sure, won't part with a farthing to 


you. He give any thing to your church, as vou call | 


it? why, he's never so happy as when he can rob our 
own vicar at home of his dues. 

Abbess. What, daughter, have you no Separate 
portion? 

Jenny. Not a doit. 

Abbess, And your father so fixed an heretic as you 
have described him ? 

Fenny. Hates a Papish worser than poison. 

Abbess. Well, child, as I find you have no imme- 
diate call to the veil, 1 hall at this time press it no 
turther : Your best way will, I think, be to return 
to your father, 

Jeuny. Not quite so soon, if you please. I have 
told you what induced me to leave him; aow, it you 
will screen me from his pursuit, 'till 1 can otherwise 
dispose of myself, tho' 1 am not rich, 1 have a few 
guineas here that will thank you. 

Abbes. Why, as the compelling a daughter to 
marry is a protanation of one of our sacraments, 1 
am bound in duty, if I can, to prevent it. 

Jenny. Is it? gad, 1 like that part of your creed 
well enough, 
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Enter a Nux. 


Nun, The father and mother of that amiable child 
are now at the grate, 

Jenny, Lord, good mother, what shall I do? 

Abb s. Let them know, she shall attend them 
directly, _ [Exit Nuns 

Jenny. How, mother! 

Ab5ess. Fear nothing! if they insist on the taking 
you hence, urge an affection you feel for our faith, 
and that you wish to wait here for our ghostly in- 
structions; in such a case, this is a Secure sanctuary 
from the secular arm. 

Jenny. I understand you, good mother. LExcunt. 


SCENE III.—TIe Grete. 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Mixx1KiN, Mrs, Clack, and 
CODLING, 

Min. This jade is the plague of our lives! 

Mrs. Min. Peace, Matthew! by rough means we 
Shall gain nothing, I am sure; let us try what a 
little mollification will do. Son Codling, keep out 
of sight, if you please. 


Enter the ABBESS and JENNY. 
Abbess. This, 1 presume, is the person you want. 
Mrs. Mrs. Yes, Mistress, this is the party, indeed. 
—So, Jenny, how could you be so naughty, child, 
to run away from your father and me? 
Min, Yes, and to consort with a parcel of Pap 
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Mrs. Min. Peace, Matthew! there be good and 
bad of all sorts, as they say. 

Min. True; and I warrant her she'Il make choice 
of the worst. 

Mrs. Min. Well, but, come, Matthew, it is never 
too late to repent, 

Clack. True, sister; and I dare say, my niece is 
ready to return back with us, and will do every 
thing we can desire her. 

Jenny. 1 am sensible of the respect and duty I owe 
to my Parents — 

Mrs. Min. Very well said, child! it is a loug lane 
that has no turning. 

Jenny. And shall always be ready to obey their 
commands. 

Min. Do you hear, Mistress? then open the doors, 
and let her come out, 

Jenny. Pardon me, Sir; that cannot be. 

Min. Why not? 

Jenny. Because a much more important duty de- 
tains me. 

Min. And pray what pretty duty mav that be? 

Jenny. This pious and reverend lady will tell you. 

Min. Come, Mistress, let us have it then. 

Abbess, Your daughter, son, by a miraculous ope- 
ration, has had her eyes opened to the perilous paths 
in which sde was straying. 

Min. Yes, yes, she has wandered long enough, to 
be sure. 

Abbess. And has begged our advice to direct her 
in the right road, 
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Min. And if she takes it, it will be the first time 
in her lite. 

Abbess. Say not so, son; you are too rash in your 
judgment. 

Min. To come to the proof, will she marry the 
voung man we have, provided ? 

 Abbess. She has provided a better match for her- 
selt. 

Min. The devil she has! what, a 'prentice- boy 
that wants two years to be out of his time? 

Abbess, Son, I don't comprehend you. 

Min, Dick Drugget, I mean; as arrant a scape- 
grace 

Abless, Son, I know no such person as Drugget. 

Min. What, he has chang'd his name, I suppose, 
since he came over ! hke enough. 

Abbess. Son, we err, I believe, as to the person; 
the spouse your daughter wishes to wed, is Saint 
Francis. 

Min. Saint Francis! who the devil is he? what, 
has she pick'd up a Frenchman already ? like 
enough : But if that be the case, Mistress, you may 
give my service tu Mr. Saint Francis, and tell him 
he shall never touch a single penny of mine as long 
as he lives. 

Abbess. Saint Francis stands in need of no fortune. 

Min. He is so rich? so much the better for he. 
And you may over and above tell him, notwith- 
standing she looks so demure, that he could not 
have met with such a headstrong, obstinate, pes» 


Ad Il 


remptory vixen, if he had searched all the country 
round. 

lb bess. Saint Francis will, notwithstanding, che. 
risli the dear child in his bosom. 

Min. Will he? then, if the dear child don't kick 
his guts out in less than a month, she is confound- 
edly altered! But come, Mistress; mayhap, we may 
find friends here, although we be strangers: Well 
see it there be no laws against Kidnapping other 
folks children away! 

Abbess. You grow indecent, son; we must leave 
vou. 

Min. In England now would have horpurs'd. 
corpus'd her out of your hands in an hour! 

Adbess. Daughter, pay your reverence to your re- 
Jations! Denny curtsics, and retires from the 

grate, with the Abbess, 

Min. An hypacritical slut! And harkee, Mistress 
before I goes, I will tell you a bit of my mind: Not. 
withstanding your whining and canting, and sanc- 
tied looks, 1 don't think you are a bit better than 
you should be, d'ye sce me; and, if the truth was 
Known, you are a little better, I believe, than an 
old matchmaking bawd | 

Mrs. Min. Matthew, consider where you are! have 
a care what you say! 

Min. Prithee, woman, be quiet! losers have leave 
to speak in all countries, 1 hope, 

Mrs. Min, And of what use is your speaking? 

Clack. TI rue, sister. But come; let us v0 to Lady 
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Kitty, as the friar advised us; perhaps she may put 
us in a way. | 

Mrs. Min. Right, sister. Come, Matthew, there 
is no time to be lost. 

Min. Lost? we had better leave her to her own 
wicked ways: she will find that punishment enough, 
in the end. 

Mrs. Min. But she is our daughter, Matthew, you 
know; let us do our duty, however. 

Min. Well, well! Come, son Codling! 

Cod. I' follow you, father, when 1 have made 
an obserwation or two, to put into neighbour Index's 
Tower.—** The clargywomen in these parts don't 
use any linen; and instead of doing like our'n, 
« they wear their woollen smocks over- the rest of 
« their ctoaths. Nota Bene, it they can catch any 
« young women into their clutches, they locks them 
« up in dens like wild beastesses, that are kept 18 
« the Tower.” { Excunt. 


SCENE IV.-—A Hotel. 


Enter Miss LYDELL and HETTY. 


Miss I. Sure never was so capricious a being 

Hetty. Not of the same mind two minutes toge- 
ther! Jam astonished, Miss, how you are able to 
bear it. 

M L. 1 only wait for a fair occasion to quit her 
ladyship; such a one, I mean, as would justif, me 
to my friends. | | 

llc. For that, Miss, you can't be long at a loss. 

E. 
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Miss. L. Ah, Hetty, it is impossible for you to 
guess at the half of her art: My relations, seduced 
by her trequent professions, trusted me to her care, 
expecting, what I am satisfied never will happen, 
a permanent cstablishment tor me by means of her 
favour. 

Hetly, Why, sure, Miss, she can't ſor ame 
but do Something handsome for you, after having 
drag'd you in her train, as I may say, almost over 
the world: 

Miss J. There, Hetty, is the source of her pre- 
sent behaviour: She knows what she has promised, 
and wants to force me to some indiscreet act of 
impatience, as an' apology for the breach of her 
taith. 

Hetty. Ay? is she so cunning as that? 

Mis L. For at the same time that she is teazing, 
torturing, and loading me with every mortification in 
private, you see with vw hat particular regard and at- 
tention she allects to treat me in public; 

Hetty. True enough, I must own, Miss; exactly 
like her pretended grief for Sir Juhn : She howls and 
cries over the poor bout, for all the world like the 
strange creature I have read of. 

Miss L. Hush, Retry! she is here. 


— 


Enter Lady Ktr r* CROCODILE, 
I. Kitty. In close committee, 1 gee! What mis- 
chief are you two brewing together !—! am astos 
nish'd, Miss Lydell, at your seducing my servants 
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is this a proper return, Miss, for all the obligations 
you owe me? 

Miss L. I am sorry your ladyship should think me 
capable 5 

L. Kitty. Capable?— Leave the room, with your 
inquisitive impertinent face! You want some tale to 
run tattling with, to the rest of the crew. [To Hetty, 

Hetty. Crew ? 1 don't understand what your lady- 
ship means by the cem; tho? we are Servants, we 
may be as good Christians as other people, I hope; 
and tho?, to be sure 

I. Kitty. Hold your insolent tongue, and quit the 
room, when 1 bid you l 

Hetty. Crew#—With all my heart; I have no ob- 
jection to quitting the room, nor the house neither, 
for the matter of that. Crew, indeed ; marry come 
up! LExit. 

L. Kitty, So, Miss! these are the fruits of your 
little hypocritical plots; these lessons have been 
taught them by you. | 

Miss IL. Me, Madam? Can your ladyship suppose, 
that 1 would descend so low as to 

I. Kitty, Descend, Miss? I don't understand you: 
Pray, in what respect are you so much better than 
they? Is it because 1 have permitted you to sit at 
my table, that you give yourself these airs of im- 
portance > Though your father was parson of the 
parish, yet 1 hope I was not obliged at his death to 
provide for all his beggarly tribe. 

Miss L. Madam, I never presumed 

L. Kitty. And yet, has not my generozity been ex 
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tended to every branch: There was your mother; 
did not I, by my oun single interest, get her into 
the Alms-House at Bromley ; where, except meat, 
drink, and cloaths, she is amply provided with every 
thing a woman of her condition can want? 

Miss L. I never denied 

L. Kitty. Was net your brother Tom, Miss, made 
a guinea-pig upon my recommendation? 

Miss I. Granted, Madam. 

I. Kitty. And as to you, did not I, for no reason 
that I know, unless indeed that you are a distant 
relation, take you into my house, put you above my 
own woman, and make you one of my maids of ho- 
nour at once? 

Miss L. I hope, Madam, I have not proved un- 
grateful. 

L. Kitty. No, Miss? How often have I caught 
you ogling and throwing out lures to Sir John in his 
life-time ? 

Miss L. I hope, Madam, Sir John never charged 
me with any designs of that nature. 

L. Kitty. No; there was your security, Miss; you 
knew he was too generous and good to expose your 
infamous arts; but you could not conceal them 
from me ! 

Miss L. Nay, for Heaven's sake, Madam 

L. Kilty. In Italy too, there was Prince Pincoffi 
and Cardinal Grimsky; you could not help throwing 
out your traps to ensnare them. 

Miss L. Me, Madam ? 

I. Kitty. Yes, you; what else, at my assemblies, 
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could make them prefer your conversation to mine? 
1 hope you have not the impudence to suppose, that 
your person and figure would bear any comparison. 

Miss L. Madam, I never presumed 

IL. Kitty, Besides, Miss, you know I never durst 
carry you with me to any conference I had with the 
Pope, for fear you should be trying some of your 
coquetish airs upon him. 

Miss L. Mercy upon me! 

IL. Kitty. And here too, Colonel Crosby, the only 
decent man in the town, when 1 was in Calais before, 
never missed my toilet a morning; but now, when 
he comes, won't tarry a moment, unless indeed when 
you are in waiting. 

Miss L. I am so confused at the strange charges 
your ladyship brings, that I protest I don't know 
what answer to make! 

L. Kitty. 1 do really believe you. But you see, 
Miss, all your little contrivances are fully disco- 
vered ; and I should tell you, Miss Lydell, that 
you are the most artificial, cunning, hypocritical, 
mischievous minx, that ever 1 met with, but 
my humanity and my good breeding prevents me: 
A woman of quality should never lose sight of her 
station. 

Miss L. Was 1 capable of but half the crimes your 
ladyship lays to my charge, I should detest myself 
full as much as your ladyship hates me. But I can't 
wish, Madam, that your ladyship should keep about 
your person a young creature to whom you have been 


pleased to take such an aversion ; Send me, there- 
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fore, Madam, to my poor mother; her age and in. 
firmities must want my assistance. 

L. Kitty. Who hinders you, Miss? you may go 
when you please. 

Miss I. Your ladyship will send with me some 
person of confidence ? or, at least, a line to my mo- 
ther, intimating, that 4 have neither dishonoured 
myself, or deserted your ladyship? 

L. Kitty. So! here is another stroke bf your art! 
You want to persuade people, that, through ca- 
price, grown tired of your company, I have the cru- 
elty to throw you at once upon the wide world : No, 
Miss! that won't do; vou should be a little more 
careful to cover the hook. 


Enter a SERVANT and Colonel CROSBY. 


Serv. Colonel Crosby. [ Exit, 

Col. I hope I am not an intruder. —Bless me, what 
has happened? Miss Lydell in tears! 

L. Kitty. Ves; the poor child has just received a 
letter from her mother, one of the best kind of wo- 
men that ever was: Dry up your tears, Lydia, my 
love!l—You sullen, sulking, stomachful slut — 
Poor Mrs. Lydell has but very bad health, Colonel 
Crosby; and the dear girl, who is indeed a most af- 
fectionate dutiful daughter—Go up to your room, 
you pouring, perverse, little vixen—You see, Co- 
lonel! but be comforted, Lydy, my dear! though 
you should lose your mother, you may be certain of 
fnding a mother in me, 
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Col. 1 hope, Miss, there is no immediate immi- 
nent danger. 

IL. Kitty. The poor child's tender nature, and ami- 
able heart, makes her dread the worst that can hap- 
pen. — What, is the wench petrified } move off, and 
don't stand sniveling here !—She wishes, Colonel, 
to withdraw to her chamber: But don't brood over 
your Sorrows, my love! order my coach, and take a 
little airing, my dear!—1 hope it will overturn, and 
break every bene in your skin. [Exit Lydia. 

Col. How amiable in your ladyship is this atten- 
tion for so deserving an object 

L. Kitty, I am afraid, Colonel, you will think it 
a weakness: Excess of humanity is my foible, I 
know; but a generous mind, such as yours, Colo- 
nel, will pardon the error. 

Col. Error! it is the glory, the pride of your sex; 
it is the evincible Ægis of Pallas, that must subdue 
every heart it attacks! 

I. Kitty. Sorrows naturally goften the mind; 
and, Heaven knows, I have had a plentiful portion. 
The dear man, whose resemblance I wear on my 
Wt —— 

Col, For Heaven's sake, madam-— - 

L. Kilty. And for ever will wear—But what ne- 
cessity for this idle delusion ? is not thy sweet image 
deeply graved in my heart? 

Col. Indeed your ladyship should not give way to 
these transports; they may endanger your health. 

L. Kitty. Look here l. Can I then lament him too 
much - But thou art but gone before me, my lovel 
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Cod. Let me respect the sacred hour of sorrow, 
nor interrupt it by useless consolation, and imperti- 
nent form [| Extt, 

L. Kitty. A $hort space will unite us, never to 
bear the torture of separation again! Oh, that it 
was permitted me, with my own hand to shorten the 
time! this night, the arched vault should inclose 
u3! to the cold chamber of death I would with rap» 
ture descend 


Enter HeTTY. 


How came that ill-bred puppy let in, without an. 
nouncing his name: 

Hetty. I fancy, Madam, the servants were out of 
the way. 

L. Kitty. That is always the case ! Sure never was 
poor lady pestered by such an infamous set] But you 
all know and take advantage of my patient and mild 
disposition! 

Hetty. To be sure, poor dove! There are some 
English people below, beg to have the honour of 
sceing your ladyship. 

J. Kitty. Do I know them? 

Hetty. Mrs, Clack of Pall- Mall, with two or three 
more. 5 

L. Kitty. Let Mrs. Clack first be admitted. 1s 
the room fit to receive them? | 

Hetty. Would your ladyslup zee her in the Cham» 
ber of Tears? 

I. Kitty. Where else? Light the candles, and shut 
ut the zun! [ Exit Hetty, 
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This part that I play begins to grow horribly tedi- 
dus. In my husband's life-time, indeed, I had one 
consolation at least, that I could always make him 
pay me in private for the good humour and fond- 
ness that I lavished on him in public: Eut now, I 
have no other resource but in servants ; and they too 
at times are rebellious. These English creatures 
get such odd notions about liberty into their heads 
I fancy the Turks would make good domestics 
enough; but then the brutes are so tame and sub- 
missive, that it is scarce possible to teaze and tor» 
ment them: Now the great pleasure of power, is in 
ruling over sensible subjects, who wince and feel the 
yoke when it galls them. —Bless me! who is this ?— 
Yes, my lord, in thy tomb all my wishes lie bur—— 


Fnter Hxrrx. 


Hetty. The room is ready, my lady. 

L. Kitty. I wish the room was on fire, and you in 
the middle on't! plague on you! I was afraid it was 
the Colonel come back. [ Excunts 
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ACT NI. -SCENET, 


Enter Colonel CROSBY, ' 


Ce lo J. a, 


Turxr is a peculiarity in Miss Lydell's distres 
that I don't quite comprehend ; it appears to arise 
from a deeper source than lady Kitty derives n 
Wish could sce her ladyship's woman! The girl 
seems to have caught a good deal of the manners of 
her class in this country; curious, arch, and cor. 
rupt. With a proper application, there will be no 
difficulty, I fancy to get at the family secrets, —Here 
she comes- a 


Enter Hzrrr. 


You are ina prodigious hurry, Mrs. Hetty! Nothing 
uncommon has happen'd, I hope ? 

Hetty. Uncommon? no, nd, Colonel; our affairs 
generally keep pretty much the same train: Hurry 
scurry—sending-recalling-commanding, —forbid- 
ing Lord have mercy upon me! To live here, one 
should have the art of the Holloway-cheesecake-man, 
and be in an hundred places at the very same time. 

Col. She seems in a right cue for my purpose,— 
You are upon no commission at present? 

Hetty. Not immediately ; but I must not be out of 
the way; for as my lady is deck'd out in her dismals, 
perhaps she may take a fancy to faint, 
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Col. Poor lady! Lady Kitty is, indeed, a most 
extraordinary instance of the sincerity and fervor of 
conjugal love. 

Hetty, Yes; I believe there are very few women 
can match her. 

Col. And Miss Lydell seems to have got the infec. 
tion. How long, pray, has her mother been so ex- 


ceedingly 111? 


Hetty. Whose mother? 

Col. Miss Lydell's. 

Hetty. I never heard a word of her sickness. 

Col. No! because my lady was— 

Hetty, Yes; as guessed: This isone of her trieks 3 
$ome story she has 1rump'd up. 

Col. Indeed ?—Oh, Mrs. Hetty: though it is not 
usual in this Country to give vails, I suppose you 
know it is the practice to pay some little occasional 
compliment, for the good offices ot those whom the 
injustice of Fortune has placed in a station below 
us. 

Hetty. I have always said, for politenes, no nation 


could equal the French. 4 
Col. You will permit me to discharge this duty in 
part, 1 Leides her MONEY. 


Hetty. One may «ce by your manner, Colonel, 


where you have passed the greatest part of your 


tine. 

Col. I don't know any body's approbation I amt 
more ambitious to have. —But, Mrs. Hetty; as to 
Miss Lydell; there seems to be a fixed melancholy 
hang on her brow. 
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Hetty. I don't wonder at it. 

Col. But even now I surprized her in tears. 

Heity. Like enough. I suppose she has been un, 
der the lash; my lady has been, as usual, employing 
her talents in teazing. 

Col. Talents in teazing ? 

Hetty. Ves; it is a little amusement her ladyship 
takes every morning just by way of exercise, between 
breakfast and dinner. 

Col. Oh, you wrong her ladyship: Indeed, I never 
saw stronger proofs of delicate and tender affection, 

Hetty. Ha, ha! how easily you men are imposed 
on 

Col. Nay, but, my dear girl, prithee don't be 80 
giddy. To deal seriously with you, I can't help 
taking a warm interest in what relates to Miss Ly- 
dell. 

Hetty. Upon my word, $he richly deserves it. 

Col. And should be sorry to find her present very 
alarming distress owing to any indiscretion of hers. 

Hetty. On that head you may make yourself per- 
fectly CaSvV. 

Col. But how-$hall we be able to account for - 
Heity. In the most natural way in the world. 

Col. Will you be kind enough to lend your assis- 
tance ? 

Hetty. With all the pleasure in life. You can be 
zecret, I hope. | 

Col. You will find me a man of honour in every 
respect. 

Hetty. In one instance you have just given me a 
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convincing proof, I confess. Why, then, as to this 
lady of ours; in hypocrisy she should be an over- 
match for a Methodist. 

Col. Really? 

lletty. And as to cruelty, there never was $0 in- 
genious, so refined a tormentor : The Fathers of the 
Inquisition themselves, would be proud to receive 
instructions from her. 1 could give you such a his- 
tory— 

Col. Is it possible? 

Hetty. This room is too public ; besides, perhaps 
her ladyship may pop in and surprise us, for she is 
as suspicious and prying as a custom-house officer. 
Dare you venture yourself in my room for a moment? 

Col. If you are not apprehensive of danger, I must, 
Mrs. Hetty, be a coward indeed, if I— 

Hetty. Oh, as to my own part, I know I am se- 
cure; you are engaged too deeply elsewhere. 

Col. Me, child? 

Hetty. Ha, ha, ha! Lord have mercy! how oddly 
you look! What, d'ye think I have not found you 
but before this? Nay, for the matter of that, my lady 
knows as much as myselt; and, to tell you the truth, 
believe that was the cause of the scene to which 
you were partly a witness. 

Col. Nay, but, child 

Hetty. Hush! step into that room: I must intro- 
duce Mrs. Clack, the Mantua- maker, to an au- 
dience; after which, I'll be with you. [ Exeunt, 
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Lady KirTy discovered in dee mourning; the room 
hung with black; a lamp on the table. 
LAKitty. What the dense keeps this woman so long, 
I grow most terribly tired of my attitude; but tg 
this creature I must keep my character up : She is 
an absolute Gazette, and at her return will publish 
me in every part of the town. 


Enter HeTTyY and Mrs. CLACK. 


Hetty. There you see her ladyship sits; absorb'd 
in griet, quite absent ; She knows nothing of us. 

Clack. Poor dear lady 

Feity. I will endeavour to rouze her attention. 

L. Kitty. Gone, lost, for ever lost! 

Het ty Please your ladyship !- madam ! 

L. Kitty. Why will you teaze me to sustain a te- 
dious lite: I have no relish for rich wines, or deli- 
cate viands ! the bread of affliction is the best ban- 
quet ior me. 

Clack. And that is but coarse food, Heaven 
| knows. 

I. Kitty. Don't 1 hear some other voice in the 
room ? my eyes are grown so misty and din— 

Hetty. With crying! — Mrs. Clack, your ladvship's 
mantua- maker, from England, to pay her duty; and 
desires your ladyship's commands for that country. 

I. Kitty. Let her approach, —How d'ye do, Mrs. 
Clack ?z—Herty, child, you may go to your dinner, 
A good creature; an humble kind of friend, Mrs. 
Clack: To her care and attention I think myself 
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deeply indebted ; as she will find when they open my 
will. 

Hetty: For Heaven's sake! your ladyship makes 
my blood run cold in my veins. 

I. Kitty. D'ye think, Hetty, you shall lament me: 

Hetty. Can your ladyship doubt it? I should almost 
break my heart, if your ladyship was not to leave me 
a farthing. 

L. Kitty. Should you? Kind $oul!—I shall try 
the experiment, you hypocritical slut! 

Hetty. But when our superiors are so considerate 
as to think of their menials in their last moments, 
to be sure it gives poor servants greater spirits to cry 
for their loss. 

L. Kitty. Doubtless. You may go. [ Exit Netty. 
Well, Mrs. Clack, you find me vastly altered since 
the death of Sir John. 

Clark. To be sure, your ladyship is something 
changed since the day I had the honour to try on 
your ladvship's cloaths for you ladyship's wedding. 

I. Kitty. True. You, I think, Mrs. Clack deck. 
ed ine out hike another Iphigenia, to be sacrificed at 
the temple of Hymen. Don't you recollect the tre- 
mors, the terrors, that invaded each nerve, on that 
zolemn, that awful occasion? You must remember 
with what reluctance I was dragged by Sir John to 
the altar, | 

C/ack, To be sure, your ladyship shewed a become 
ung coy ness upon the occasion. I remember, about 
the hour of bedding, you hid yourself behind the 
bottle-rack in the beer cellar, to avoid Sir John; ig 
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your ladyship had not happened to have coughed, 
we should not have found you. 

L. Kitty. The conflict was great : But, dear Mrs, 
Clack, what could I do? Troy stood a siege for only 
ten years; now sixteen were fully accomplished be- 
fore I was compelled to surrender. 

Clack. That was standing out a vast while, to be 
Sure, U recollect, what added to your ladyship's 
grief was, that the nuptials should happen to tall out 
in the middle of Lent. 

L. Kitty. Dear Clack, you renew my confusion : 
little did I think ever to sully that sacred scason, 
by the celebration of such a festivity. 

Clack. But there could not be so much harm in 
the matter neither, as marriages, your ladyship 
knows, are all settled above. 

I. Kitty. By that argument I was induced to sur- 
render; with, however, an express stipulation, 
that all conuubial intercourse should be suspended 
Wednesdays and Fridays. 

Clack. That must have been a vast denial to both 
parties, no doubt. 

L. Kitty. How, Mrs. Clack! you wou'dn't insi- 
nuate that I was prompted to the connection by any 

Clack, Far from it, my lady! 1 only meant, that it 
must give your ladyship pain to refuse Sir John any 
tavour ; for, to be sure, never was any lady halt s 
happy in a partner as you 

L. Kitty. How irreparable must then be my loss! 
Yes, Clack, he posscss'd my whole heart, and poss- 
esses it still: My waking thoughts are all devoted to 
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him; in sleep his lov'd image is ever before me 
starting from my couch, | 


« I cry aloud; he hears not what I say: 
I &tretch my empty arms; he glides away“ 


Clack. Vast mournful indeed! But I should think 
your ladyship might find out a cure. 

I. Kitty. Which way? 

Clack. Fill your empty arms with something sub- 
stantial, and I warrant *twill frighten the phantom. 

L. Kitty. C * I don't comprehend 

Clack. I only recommends to your ladyship the 
proscription I made use on myself; There was my 
first husband, sweet Mr. Snip, though a staymaker, 
as portly a person !I really believes, 1 should have 
followed the dear soul to his grave, had'nt our ſote- 
man, Tom Clack step'd in to console me; indeed, 
the match was very convenient, as he had done all 
my husband's business during the time of his sick - 
ness. 

L Kitty. 1 am astonish'd, woman, at your pre- 
zumption. Do you recollect to whom you are ad- 
dressing this language? 

Clack. I beg perdon! But thought in these mat. 
ters your ladyship was like the rest of our sex; 128 
though Sir Joh 

IL. Kitty. Peace! nor let your unhallow'd lips 
profane the dear name! even now, his sacred shadg 
seems to upbraid me: see there 

Clack. There? where? I sees nothing, I'm sure. 
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I. Kitty, How awful, how tremenduous, he looks! 
his front furrow'd for the first time, with a frown! 

Clack. Lord bless me! I wish I was well out of 
the house! | 

L. Kitty. But, be pacified, dear Lord of my life; 


no second to thee shall succed : 
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% First let the opening earth a passage rend, 

« And let me thro' the dark abyss descend, 

% Betore I break the plighted faith I gave! 

« Thou hadst my vows, and shalt for ever have; 

« For whom I lov'd on carth, I'll worship in the grave! 


Clack. Never Stir, if she ben't talking of poetry! 
her brain's turn'd, to be sure. 

L. Kitty. He beckons! lead on, my lov'd lord! 
thy summons I with rapture obey. His arms encir- 
cle me round; and now together we plunge into the 
gulph! the raging billows surround us! now they 
rise o'er our heads! now we sink, we sink, in si- 
lence together! and, oh—{ falling. } Curse the 
chair! how came I to miss it? 

Clack. Mercy upon us! help, for Heaven's sake, 
help! What, is there body left in the housc 


Enter HetTTY. 


Lord, Mrs. Hetty, 1 am glad you are comet My 
poor lady she is quite gone, I am afraid. 

Hetty. On the ground! in one of her fits, I sup- 
pose. No doubt it is dreadful to you; but we are 
us d to em every day. Step and call some more of 
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the—(Exit Clack.) How came your ladyship to 
tall on the ground ? 

L. Kitty, Where the deuse have you been? that 
old fool was se frighted, she never thought of brings 
ing the chair. She has pinch'd me as black as a 


coal. 
Hetty. Would your ladyship please to recover 


now, or shall 1 fetch in the hartshorn? 

L. Kitty. This woman is an ideot; so there is no 
occasion at present. 

Hetty. Come back, Mrs. Clack; my lady begins 


to revive, 


Re-enter Mrs. CLACK. 


and upon these occasions she wishes to have but fe 
people by. T'other side, Mrs. Clack. So, $0, 80. 

IL. Kitty. Am I recall'd to hated lite again? 

Hetty. Your ladyship has had a violent struggle. 
Nothing more than usual, I hope, has happened. 

Clack. I believes indeed, it was partly my fault: 
In order to comfort my lady, I was rash enough to 
recommend another hu 

L. Kitty. Recal not the detested idea, unless you 
ish to sce me sink again at your feet! 

Clack, I beg your ladyship's pardon! I can't 
think what in the world could possess me Indeed, 
Lord Harry Huntwidow, hearing that I was going 
over, did desire me to deliver a letter, 

IL. Kitty. To me? presumptuous man! how dar'd 
he encourage a hope—Had not he heard that Don 
Juan de Mustachio, a Spanish grandee of the very 
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hirst class, had laid his golden Fleece at my teet? 

Hetty. I ruc enough. 

L. Kitty. Didn't the Palsgrave of Saltsplash, a $9. 
vereign Prince on the banks of the Rhine, ofte; to 
share his power with me? and, aſter all, to submit 
to a subject !—This Lord Harry, Hetty, is an abso- 
lute beggar: Red-fac'd, rabbet- back d, with a pair 
of legs like a couple of drumsticks. 

Hetty. Marry come up, my scurvy companion! 

Clack. As soon as ever I return, 1 shall deliver his 
lordship his letter. 

L. Kitty. Hold, Clack; let it lie on the table. 

Clack. Will your ladyship deign then to give it a 
reading ? 

IL. Kitty. By no means, Mrs. Clack. Put it 
amongst the other papers, Hetty, which in a few 
days are to expire in the flames. 

Hetty. It shall, Madam, 

L. Kitty. A monthly Sacrifice I offer up, Mrs, 
Clack, before the dear image of him 1 adore, 

Hetty. We shall have a fine blaze; for this month 
has been very prolific. —-My lady's iliness had made 
me like to forget; your relatiens, Mrs. Clack, grow 
impatient without. 

L. Kitty. Who are they? 

Clack. A sister of mine, and her husband, to beg 
your ladyship's interest to get their daughter out of 
a convent, 

L. Kitty. A convent! how got she there? 

Clack. Run away from her parents, with a paltry 


prentice, to avoid the man ut their chusing; and 
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purtends, on purpose to plague 'em, that she wants 
to be a nun; and, what is worser, threatens to turn 
Papish if they torment her. 

L. Kitty. Of what use can I be? 

Clack. If your ladyship could order the child to be 
delivered back to her pacrnts— 

I. Kitty. This is a matter of weight, Mrs. Clack, 
and must be considered maturely: I am too ill at 
present to admit an audience. I shall desire the go- 
vernor to direct a guard to escort your niece to my 
presence; we shall then see what is best to be done, 
Hetty, let the governor know my desire. But this, 
Mrs. Clack, I must tell you; it the girl's conversi- 
on is the matter in question, I can on no account in- 
terpose; the friendship 1 have with the Pope ties 
my hands where the Holy See is concern'd. 

Click. Nothing of that, believe me, my lady.. 

L. Kitty. But don't indulge a surmise, which was 
circulated, even at Rome itself, with too much suc- 
cess, that any thing sensual tainted the intercourse 
between the reverend Pontiff and me. 

Clack. Heaven forbid that I Should think of any 
Such a thing! 

L. Kitty. Malice, join'd with credulity, gave rise 
to the fable: Sacred sentiments, that spring in kin- 
cred minds, first began and cemented the union. 
Every avenue, but what friendship permits, is 
guarded by thy lov'd image, my lord! thou who ar 
the alphabet, the beginning, the ending, the very 
Great A and 4, of all my tender affections. [Exits 
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Clack. Poor lady! she is in a piteous plight : for 
all the world like Mrs. Andromedy, that one secs 
at the theatre. 

Hetty. Ay, Mrs. Clack; to all vidows she is in. 
deed a Shining example. 

Clack. True. Why, I mysclf, if my husband 
had left me in circumstances accordingly, should 
have taken on a great deal more than 1 did; but 
folks, who have their living to get, can't afford to 
cry, you know, as much as your people of fashion; 
besides, every body has not the gift of incontinence, 
like to my lady. 

Hetty. True, true. But you had better step out 
to your friends, and let them know what measures 
my lady has taken. 

Clack. I will, I will; they will be impatient, no 
doubr. [ Ext. 

Hetty. Colonel, you may appear. 


Enter Cotto. 


Well, Sir, after what you have seer and heard, 1 
suppose all your doubts are remov'd. 

Colonel. Perfectly satisfied; a new edition of the 
Fphesan Matron, with amazing improvements. 
But poor Miss Lydell! I own her situation distresses 
me prcatly. 

letty. The damsel, it is true, is in terrible du- 
xance : Do you feel vourself knight-errant enough 
to fiv to her rescue? 

Colonel. Would the lady, d'ye think, accept of 
my service? 
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Hetty, It is but a poor compliment to suppose that, 
he wou'dn't prefer the soft bondage of love, to the 
calling fetters she wears. 

Colonel. Can 1 then, Mrs. Hetty, hope for nothing 
more than a preference? 

Hetty. 1 don't think myself at liberty, Colonel, to 
tem you all that I know. In the drawing-room, you 
will find the voung lady alone: As yon gave me a 
hindsome retainer, I have been in court and open'd 
the cause; do you speak to the merits; you are a 
good pleader, and I make no doubt will succeed. 

Colonel. 1 will go and labour hard for a verdict. 

Hetty. You will find the court inclined to your 
mit. But, Colonel, you have no objections, when 
you have delivered tlie damscl, to break the chains 
of her confidante oo 

Colored, Ihe romance would be irregular else. 

[ Exit. 

Hetty. So! her ladyship's power draws towards a 
period ; she wust provide new subjects, at least. 
She supposed the hopes from her Will would secure 
me; but the day is too distant; besides, I know her 
too well to have any rehance— 


Enter SERVANT. 
Serv. Bless me, Mrs. Hetty, what can be the 
matter? Here is a file of musqueteers coming into 


the house. 

Hetty, The girl, I suppose, from the convent. A 
new whim of my lady's: I will go to them; you 
have nothing to tear, a [ Exeunts 
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Seene changes to another apartment, 


Enter My. and Mrs. Mixx1X1N, and CODLIXG, 


Mrs. Min. Now, son Codling, boldly put in your 
claim. We will support you, 1 warrant. 


Enter Mrs. Clacx. 


Well, sister, what news from my lady? 

Clack. Small hopes, I am afraid: The gentlewo. 
man herself is in a desperate taking; but Jenny will 
be forth-coming, however. I fancy here she is, by 
the noise en the f stairs. 


Futer LAPELLE, 


Lap. Serviture, Monsicurs and Mesdames Why, 
what the deuse is the matter? There is vour daugh. 
ter below, surrounded by a troop of zoldas, as the 
French call them. — Here she is. 


Enter JexNy and soldiers. 


Mrs. Min. So, Jenny! you see what you have 
brought yourself to, to be made a show on in the 
Streets, guarded like a 

Jenny. I am not the first, Madam, who has suf 
fered for the sake of religion. 

Mrs. Min, Religion? rebellion, you hypecritical 
Slut! 

Jenny. Can I give a stronger proof of my since- 
rity, than in quitting a life of afluence and case, ts 
embrace poverty, fasting, and penance? 
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Min. Not one of the three, but thee wouldst run 
twenty miles to avoid! No, no, Jenny, that's all a 
pretence; it is not poverty, but something else, you 
want to embrace. 

Lap. Hold, Monsieur Minnikin! You are a little 
too hasty: Jeunes filtes, as the French say, are not 
to be treated so roughly; suffer me to pre un pew, 
Is it true, Madamoiselle, mon amy Codling, because 
you are amorew of zomebody else | 

Jenny. My duty, Sir, directs me not to contradict 
what a father affirms, 

Min, Yes, yes, you are plaguy dutiful all of a 
zudden! 

Clack, Hush! here comes my lady; leave the 
matter to her. | 


Enter Lady Kitty and HETTY. 


I. Kitty. Hetty, order the guards to withdraw, 
(Ex unt Soldiers.) Which are the parties? and what 
their cause of complaiat? 

Min. Why, please your ladyship, our business is 
this: That young slut that stands there, who, be- 
tween ourselves, for all her sanctified looks 

L. Kitty. Honest friend, you are too familiar and 
loud, 

Lap. Huch, Matt! and let me open the matter. 
Matt Minnikin, my lady, an honest 6urgetse, that 
lives dans the cite, won't set fire to the Thames, 
though he lives near the bridge; a namesake, but 
no relation to Mr. Mat-Chavel— 
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L. Kitty. You too are pretty forward, I think! 
And, pray, Sir, who and what may you be! 

Lap. Per vous service, as the French say, my name 
is Lapelle; by distraction, a Frenchman, though a 
native of Londre; my purdecessors were mefugees, 
and came over after the revolution of the edict of 
Nantz. Don't you think, my lady, there is a quelque 
close in my manner, a something, that speaks me 
vprung from the French? 

IL. Kitty. Rather more relative in your modesty, 
Mr, Lapelle. 

Lap. Powteter, my lady. 

L. Kitty. But let this honest man tell his own 
Story ; he secms very able. 

Lap. With all my heart; de tout mon cur, as the 
French say.— Come, Matthew! alons! 

Min. Why, I say, my lady, as I was saying, that 
girl there 

Lap. Pardy axes sienteel; and, for an English 
face, a pretty jolly visage enough. 

L. Kitty. Peace, Sir! 

Lep. My lady, pardunnt! 

Min. Rather, I say, than marry this honest ncigh- 
bour of ours, as reputable a trades 

Lap. Cest vrai; Monsieur Codling lives in bean- 
eofe de credit. 

L. Kitty. Nobody called on you for a voucher. 

Jap. Assurement, my lady. 

Min. She has run away along with our *prentice ; 
but as we followed pretty close at their heels, not 
having time to completo their project, she has taken 
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refuge here in a convent; and says, moreover, 
if we persists, she will promiscuously turn Papish 
and Nun. 

Lap. Pour a Papish, powteter ; but por la nun, 
pardonnez mot | my lady, gue dities vous F 

L. Kitty. Will nobody silence this impertinent 
jiackanapes?— Well, child, you hear what your fa» 
ther alleges. 

Jenny. May I crave your ladyship's private ear for 
a moment? 

L. Kitty, Withdraw; not out of the room.— Well, 
child; what are the objections to the man your pa- 
rents have chosen? 

Jenny. T woas strong ones as any mortal can have: 
I hate him, and I love another. 

I. Kitty. Pretty frank, I must own.,—And as to 
the change of religion 
Jenny. A mere fetch, to keep out of their hands. 

L. Kitty, You have no hopes that your parents 
will yield ? 

Jenny. Mother, perhaps, might — * but no 
mule is so headstrong as father. 

L. Kitty. And you, I suppose, are as determin'd 
as he? 

Jenny. Never once gave up a point in my life. 

L. Kitty. 1 dare say. But, if they were to desire 
you to marry the *prentice—— 

Jenny. They would find me.a dutiful daughter. 

L. Kitty. Then you have no objection to obey 
their commands, when they happen to contain the 
very things that you wish? 

G 2 
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Jenny. Not in the least. 

L. Kitty. And after having produced, and at their 
own expence trained and sustained you, you would 
still suffer them, 1 dare say, to support and protect 
you ? 

Jenny. As in duty they are bound. 

I. Kitty. And they might direct you, provided 
you govern'd them ? 

Js. In every respect. 

L. Kitty. Well said, my little American! you 
would be an heroine, child, on the other side the 
Atlantic. Why, in your case, Miss Jenny, I 
don't see what we can do: There is, indeed, one 
expedient, if you find you have courage enough to 
pertorm it. 

Jenny. 1 $hall not flinch, my lady, wher. it comes 
to the push. 

L. Kitty. There are, my dear, two men who so- 
licit your hand; one favour'd by you, the other your 
father approves. 

Jenny. My s$ituation exactly. 

L. Kitty. Suppose then, by way of reconciling all 
parties, you were to marry 'em both? 

Jenny. The happiest thought in the world! Iwon- 
der it never came into my head. —But, I am afraid, 
my lady, we have not dignity enough to do such a 
thing as this without danger. 

L. Kitty. We will consider of this at our leisure. 
How should you like living with me in this town ? 

Jenny. Of all things upon earth. 

J. Kitty, We will sce what can be done, — Mr. and 
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Mrs. Minnikin, I have been sounding your daugh- 
ter; a little time and some proper persuas ions, may 
induce her to comply with your wishes. 

Mrs. Min. We are highly indebted to your lady- 
Ship's goodness * 2 

L. Kitty. One of my maids of honour is returning 
to England; I Shall have no objection to promoting 
Mrs. Clack's niece to the place. 

Clack. Brother Minnikin!—We shall be bound to 
pray for your ladyship. 

I. Kitty. Here Lydia comes, and the Colonel close 
with her! 


Enter COLONEL and LYDIA. 

Lydia, my dear, though with the greatest regrets 
yet the design is so laudable, I consent that you may 
return to your mother; these honest people, my 
love, will conduct you with care. 

Col. My Lydia, Madam, will not want their as- 
sistance. 

L. Kitty. Colonel? I don't understand you. 
Col. That honour I propose having myself. 

L. Kitty» How, Colonel I—shall 1 crave a word? 


'T hope yon have no bad designs on the girl. 


Col. None but such as I hope her friends will ap- 


prove 


L. Kitty. Is it possible you can be in earnest? 
Cel. What should make your ladyship doubt it? 
L. Kitty. Indeed? Nay, if that be the case, it 
would be criminal in me to conceal a secret in 
which your honour is concerned: Those tears, 
63 
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which my humanity made me attribute to her filial 
fears for her mother, flow'd from a more ignoble 
source. 

Col. How, Madam! 

I. Kitty. A love, perhaps, for one of my menial, 
How far it proceeded, I sban't take upon nie to say; 
but, to avoid scandal, I found myselt obliged to dis. 
card him. 

Col. Ha, hal what a happy invention! 

L. Kitty, I don't understand you. 

Cel. Why, to deal with your ladyship plainly, 
your address is ill employ'd upon me: I own it can. 
summate; but I have bcen a conceal'd witness to 
some of your arts, and shall hardly be imposed on 
again. Come, Miss Lydia; vou vill take leave of 
her ladyship: Her past favours may scon be ac. 
knowledg'd. 

L. Kitty, Is this true, Lydia? 

Miss L. Your ladyship's approbation, on an event 

30 honourable and advantageous tor me, 1 make no 
doubt ot obtaining. 

I. Kitty. Is it possible that you can quit my pro- 
tettion, and throw yourself into the arms of a rene- 
Fade ? 

Col. How, Madam ! 

L. Kitty. Was not your father 2 rebel? 

Col, True, Madam. 

L. Kitty, And an't you an officer in the service of 
France? 

Cel. 1 was, Madam; but my present royal master, 
whe is above the narrow prejudice of punistuing the 
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principles of parents in their unfortunate offspring, 
has accepted my service, and restored my family to 
the rights of their country. For that spot I Shall 
embark in the morning; leaving your ladyship to 
lament the loss of a subject to exercise your mischief 
and malice upon; wv hich 1 fancy you will more hea- 
vily miss, notwithstanding your. weeds, than the 
poor knight who was happy, though even by death, 
to escape from so unfeeling a tyrant! 

L. Kitty. Barbarous, inhuman monster] how dare 
eu recal the memory of the dear—had he lived, 
thus to see me insulted—but that could not have 
deen; thou would'st never have borne it, my love] 
—but I am rightly punish'd, for suffering even 2 
thonght to be diverted from thee !—Hetty, lead to 
my closet, there to compose my ruffled 

Hetty, Please your ladyship, I must beg to be ex- 
cur'd ; I am engag'd to take on with Miss Lydy. 

I. Kitty. Is it so? well, well! You will follow 
me with your niece, You see in me, Mrs. Clack? 
other Darius, deserted at my utmosr need, bY 
those my former bounty fed. But, what have T to 
to ith mankind ? all my wishes and wants lie beyond 
them! I desire no companion but thee; 


* Whilst on thy form I fix my eager eyes, 
" The world 1 laugh at, and its threats despise.“ [Exit 


Col, The world will be even with your ladyship, 
or | am greatly mistaken.—Come, my love, it is 


ume to prepare for our voyage. 
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Lap. You are bound, Colonel, for Angleterre, as 
the French call it ? 

Col. By the very first ship. 

Lap. I wonder that you, who haye resided $0 
long in France, can bear the thoughts of living at 
London. 

Col. It is that very circumstance that will give it 
an additional relich: And believe this, Master La- 
pelle, as a truth; no man ever yet deserted his 
country, unless he had previously been by that coun- 
try deserted. 

Lap. Common g, can that be ? permitte moi to laugh, 
as they say: You see how this town is crouded with 
Anglo. 

Col. Too true, I confess; and particularly, Mas- 
ter Lapelle, by those of your business; who, at the 
zame time that they are exclaiming in every paper 
against the importation of French manufactures, 
have engross'd almost the whole of that part of the 
smuggling trade to themselves. I dare say, you are 

at present furnish'd with a pretty good cargo. 
Lap. To oblige some my lors, who are my parti- 
cular friends, I can't say 

Col. Nay, be cautious how you trust me with your 
secrets! there may be some danger.—Come, Miss; 
in this house we have nothing further to do. 

Miss L. I can't say, but 1 feel some concern for 
the young victim Lady Kitty has just got into her 
power. 

_ Helty. You may discard your fears about her! un - 
less 1 am mistaken, they are very properly match'd, 


Ad . A TRIP TO CALATS. | Ir 


and will prove a mutual plague to each other. But, 
Should it be otherwise, there seems to be a kind of 
dramatic justice in the change of your two situations: 
You, Miss, are rewarded for your patient suffer- 
ings, by the protection of a man of honour end vir- 
tue; whilst she, rebellious to the mild dictates of 
parental sway, is subjected to the galling yoke of 3 
capricious and whimsical tyrantl 
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